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General, a stafli or at the least a field
officer, every one of whom reposed his
head on a pillow under which lay  a
revolver, while his sword was either rest-
ing on a chair beside him or hanging
on the wall.   Outside was a guard of
British soldiers, and in the immediate
vicinity  were   some   fifteen or sixteen
hundred  more.     Altogether as secure
and well-guarded a dormitory as it is
possible to conceive, and one in which
the most timid and nerve-shaken crea-
ture might placidly entrust himself to
the arms of Morpheus.   Not so, thought
one  of its  warrior occupants.    Were
there not three Hindu punkah-coolies in
the verandah, and were not all their lives
at the mercy of these miscreants ?   It
behoved one at least to remain on the
alert, and, with a watchful eye on the
coolie toiling at the punkah rope at one
end of the room, to safeguard the lives
of all the careless sleepers.   He should
be that one!   So, ostentatiously snoring,
and pretending to be wrapped in slum-
ber, he devoted himself to his task,   A